I was talking one day to Z, a Jewish journalist expelled
from Germany who has settled in Vienna, where he has a
pleasant home and a motor car. He talked with bitter resent-
ment of Germany. cAh99 he complained, cthe Poles murdered us,
but the Germans have robbed us5, and it was quite clear from
his tone which was the worse thing for him. Then he told me
how his son was still working for a big German film company in
Berlin and had thrice had his salary raised to induce him not to
leave and emigrate, as he desired, wishing to join his father.

The Jews. As I write, in Vienna, they are all about me,
watching with non-committal, veiled, appraising eyes the
comedy that is going on in Insanity Fair. They know that when
Hitlerism has passed away they will still be trading in the
Karntnerstrasse.
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